





Vestey was fat with money and muscle

Beef was his business, broad was his door
Vincent was lean and spoke very little

He had no bank balance, hard dirt was his floor




From little things big things grow
From little things big things grow






They picked up their §wags and s¥arted off
walking
At Wattie Creek tifey sat thémselves down
Now it don't sound like much but jt sure got
tongues talking

Back at the homestead an enin the town







Vestey man said I'll doubl
Sm—m seven quid a week you
Vincent said uhuh we

your wage
have in yodr hand
e not taljdng about

“We're sitting right here till we get our land
Vestey man roared and Vestey mah thundered
You dontstand the chance cinder in snow

Vince sai e fall others arerising




From little things big things grow ;
From little things big things grow .













turning
We have friends in the south, j e citiesand
towns




Eight years went by, eight long years of waiting
Till one day a tall stranger appeared in the land
And he came with lawyers and he came with
great ceremony

And through Vincent's fingers poured a
handful of sand



From little things big things grow
From little things big things grow



That was the story of Vincent Lingairri

But this is the story of something much more
How power and privilege can not move a
people

Who know where they stand and stand in the
law



From little things big things grow
From little things big things grow
From little things big things grow
From little things big things grow




